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          Entry 001 - 10/23/2077
Vault 93 huh.. its supposed to be our refuge, a safe haven from the destruction outside. We are supossed to live by "Do what thou wilt," it sounds so promising, so freeing. I have heard rumors
about Vault-Tech before but I hope its just that, rumors. Damn paranoia. 
I wonder what the future holds! Entry 002 -
10/30/2077
So far its been calm, The children were eerily quick to forget the world above. Maybe they think they'll be able to do whatever they want now, Such Brats. So far its just been harmless pranks.  Entry 003 - 11/15/2077
The whispers began softly, like an insidious hiss in the night. I heard Dr. Whitman, with his damn optimism, He was telling Marcus that he thought it was just our minds adjusting. HA! Adjusting to what? 
Insanity? Ugh, This place is weird. Entry 004 - 11/20/2077
Oh God, Marcus isint lying. He's not crazy,  They slither through our minds, these whispers, growing louder, more demanding. We have to stick together, but the fear... it's fracturing us. Of course, I said nothing to the others as I dont want to be the crazy one! But wow theese dream journals are nothing but pages of horror! A dark figure, a shadow at the foot of our beds. It whispers our names, oh God, it knows our names! "Do what thou wilt," it says, but the things it wants us to do... unspeakable things. Whitman thinks it's our subconscious.

SUBCONSCIOUS? IT'S HELL ITSELF CALLING TO US!
 Entry 005 - 12/01/2077
I can't sleep anymore. The nights are long and terror-filled. Today, the children drew pictures, not of suns and trees, but of dark, twisted figures with too many eyes. "It watches us," they said. And Guess what? I believe them! Entry 006 - 12/15/2077
Marcus is gone! VANISHED! His journal, oh fuck he's journal! Frantic, maddening scribbles, 
"The shadows are alive," he wrote. YES, ALIVE AND HUNGRY! The search parties come back empty-handed, but we feel it, 
lurking, Watching. Dr. Whitman says isolation might help. ISOLATION?! This fucking guy, It's like feeding us to the darkness one by one! I swear this guy loves to watch our suffering.
 
 Entry 007 - 12/20/2077
The shadow was in my room last night. I SAW IT! It whispered my name, promised freedom. But its freedom is DEATH! I saw what its done to the children, I saw them draging someone's limp body down the hall like a rag doll while giggling.
 god it was awful.

I can't escape its presence. It's everywhere, in the air, in my mind.
 Entry 008 - 12/25/2077
The hydroponics are failing, food running low. Sabotage, they say. NO! It's the shadow's doing, breaking us down, driving us to madness. We fight amongst ourselves, the whispers turning us against one another. I don’t know how much longer we can last like this. The shadow doesn’t need to touch us to change us; it just needs to exist, to whisper, and watch as we destroy ourselves from the inside out. Entry 009 - 01/01/2078
Sabotage Sabotage Sabotage. From the air filter to the hydroponics someone or something has been fucking with us.  It's relentless, driving us closer to the edge. The darkness seeps into everything, corrupting it, corrupting us The filters that once gave us clean air are now spewing out faintly acrid, tainted breezes. We've tried to repair them, but it's as if the shadow knows our every move, countering our every attempt to restore normalcy. The hydroponics, our lifeline of green in this metallic tomb, have turned into a graveyard of wilted aspirations. Yesterday, we discovered the nutrient tanks diluted with pollutants, the plants starved of their vitality. Entry 010 -
01/10/2078
Whitman locked in his lab, ranting about understanding the shadow. UNDERSTANDING?! He's lost, obsessed, believing it's a test. A TEST?! It's a death sentence. The shadow is real, oh God, it's REAL! People are vanishing, without a trace. The whispers are now screams in our minds. The residents are losing their grip on reality. I hear the shadow even in my waking hours. It is time to consider radical measures. What is our true will in this dire situation?
 Entry 011 - 01/15/2078
Paranoia chokes us. Whitman emerged, eyes wild, speaking of rituals and the shadow. Some follow, others cower. The shadow's influence is everywhere, turning us into its puppets.
 Entry 012 - 01/20/2078
I TRUST NO ONE! The whispers, they never stop. People are turning on each other, driven to hysteria. Whitman's followers chant and light their torches, seeking something from the shadow. They're close, too close to unleashing something terrible or doing something terrible.
 Entry 013 -
01/25/2078
Power is gone, darkness all around. Only the torches flicker. The shadow is everywhere, an all-consuming presence. My mind is breaking. "Do what thou wilt," it says. The words, they carve into my soul, pushing me to the brink of insanity. Entry 014 - 01/30/2078
I dont know if im the last one. Everyone else is insane or dead. Whitman spoke of ascending, joining the shadow. I hear nothing but the whispers now, a deafening silence. The shadow touches me, cold, relentless. I know my fate. The halls are empty, the silence broken only by the distant, muffled sounds of chaos—shouts, cries, the unhinged laughter of those who have lost themselves to madness.  Entry 015 - 02/01/2078
I CAN'T TAKE IT ANYMORE! Whitman's madness, his rituals, they've taken everyone. The Overseer... that coward hid away long ago, leaving us to fend for ourselves in this nightmare. I see the shadows creeping closer, I hear their whispers grow louder. They want to take me, to make me a sacrifice in Whitman's twisted ritual. I won't let them! I WON'T LET THEM! 
I can hear them outside the door now, their cold, dead eyes staring, their hands reaching... I'm ending it myself. I'd rather die by my own hand than become a pawn in Whitman's deranged game. I hope this warning reaches someone.
I hope you can escape this fate.
God have mercy on our souls.
 